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To the Reader. 
Infteede of Ingling termes for thy good will, 
Reader fall to, reade, ieSt, and carpe thy fill 


EPIGRAMS. 


Proemium. 1. 


Sn the orcateſt of ſocictics, 
AA The firlk beginners, like good natur'd ſoules, 
Bearewith their neighbors poore infirmities ; 
But after, when ambition controules 
Theyr calme proceedings, they imperiouſly 
* (As great things ſtill orewhelme theſelues with 
Enuy their cotintrimens proſperity, © weight) 
Andincon t of poorer fates delight. 
So Englands wits (now mounted the full height,) 
Hauing confounded monſtrous barbariſines, þ. 
F' A3 Puſc 
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EPIGRAM S. 
} Puftvp by conqueſt, with ſelfe-wounding ſpight, 
| Engrauc themſclucs in cuill warres Ali/mes, 
Seeking by all meanes to deſtroy each other, 
The vahappy children of fo deere a mother. 


þ To the Reader. 2. 

4 Whoſe hap ſhall be to reade theſe pedler rimes, 

Let them expeR no elaborat foolery, 

Such as Hermaphroditize theſe poore times, 

With wicked ſcald teſts, extreame gullcrie: 
Bunglers ſtande long in tinck'ring their trum Say, 
Vc onely ſpit my venome,and away. 


Of Titus. 3. 
* Titus oft vaunts his gentry cuery where, 
Blazoning his coate, deriuing's pedegree; 
What needelt thou daily 7irzs iade nune care ? 
] will belecue thy houſes aunceſtry 

If that be auncient which we doe forget, 


Thy gentry is ſo none can remember it. 


To Luaa. 4. 
Lima, 1 kon thee thanke, when thou doolt kiſſe 
Thou turnfſt thy cheeke : ſee what good natures ! 
For well thou knowſ2t thy breaths inteion, 


Able to turne my ſtomack yplide downe. 


Which 
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Which when I thinke on, but for manners fake, 
I1d pray thee thy cheeke too away to take. 


Of HMatho. 5. 
Maths in credite bound to pay a debt, 
His word engagde hum for, Toth (Ull replie, 
That he will aunſivereit with ſophultnic, 
And ſo deferres daily to aunſwere it : 
Experience now hath taught me ſophiſtne, 
He gauc mehis word; that is, he couſſend me. 
Of Faber. 6. 
Since marriage, Faber's prouder then before, 
Yfayth his wife muſt take hima hole lower. 


Of a r | 
(Good Lord)that men A haue ach kennel wits 
To thinke = well of a ſcald railing vaine, 
Which ſoone is vented in beſlauered writs. 
As when the cholickein the gutts doth ſtraine, 
With ciuill conflits in the Eme embrac't, 
But let a fart, and then the worlt is paſt, 


To De A 
Like to the fatall ominous Ranen which tolls,” 
The ſiche mans dirge within his hollow beake, 


So cuery paper-clothed poſt in Poules, 


To 
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To thee (Deloney) mourning]y doth ſpeake, 
| And tells thee of thy hempen erm 
| The wracks of ungry Tyburne naught to thine. 


Such maſlacre's made of thy balladry, 

And thou in gricte,for woe thereof maiſt pine: 
 Arteuery ſtreets end F»/cxsrimes are read, 
] Andthine in filence muſt be buried. 
| 


Of Paxle. 9. 
Paxle daily wrongs me, yet he daily ſweares 
He wiſheth me as well as to his ſoule : 
I know his drift, to damne that he naught cares 
To pleaſe his body : therefore (good friend Pale) 
Ifhy kind nature will affoord me grace, 
Heercafter loue me in thy bodics Se 
4 Of Syluo. 10. 
Syhao the Lawyer, hunting for the fame 
| Ofawiſe man, ſ(tudies Phyloſophie, 
* Andodly in his fingularitie, 
From being odde, thinks wiſedome hath her name. 
So long hath he turnde ouer Scalbyger, 
Old {ardan and the other chimick wits, 
Which hauc to after-tiumes demiſde their writs, 
That a fift Element he doth auerre : 
Deſernes not he to make the wiſe men cuen, 


Who odly thus makes odd the Nernes of —_—_ 2 | 
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To Gue., 11. 
Gue, hang thy ſelfc for woe, ſince gentlemen 
Arenow growne cunning inthy apiſhnes : 
Nay, for they labour with their fooliſhnes 
Theeto a hu procure to.hang them then: 
It is a ſtranveeeld ſeene vncharitie, 


To make fooles of themſcluesto hinder thee. 


Of Cotta, 1 2. 
Behold a wonder, neuer ſcene before, 
Yonder's { #rta's pifture, dauncing trenchmore. 


6 Of the ſame. 1 2. 
' I ſawnot Cettathys halfe yeere before, 


When he was angry that I ſpoke not to him, 
He hath no reaſon to take it ſo ſore, 


Being fo painted that I did not know him. 


To Licts, 1 4. 
Licus, thou often tell'{t me ieſtingly, 
I am afine man, and fo tyrannouſly 
Haſt thounow tired that phraſe, that euery one” 
Is a fine manin thineopinion : 
In thine opmion ? no it's but thy word, 
Which doth that fine addition affoord : 
| Andyet1ſceno cauſe but many may, 


EPIGRAMS. 


Be cuen as fine as Licxs euery way 3 

In dauncing, vaulting, and m riming too, 
In thcyr conceits there are as good as yon. 
Then, wherein is't that you fo farre ſurpaſſe 
Other plaine iades, like Luci golden Ale 2 

I heare thee ſay the fouleſt day To 15, 

Thouart ſhodde in Veluct,and m Naples biſle: 
Nay then I yceld, for who will ſtrmein it, 

May haue fine clothes, but a molt filthy wie. 


Of Zeno. 15. 
Zeno deſirous of the idle fame 
{ OfStoicke reſolution, reckleſly 
| Seemestoeſtecme of good report or blame 
' So prouing himſelfe dull, moſt fooliſhly, 
o cuery thing he heares, he faith he cares not : 

He cares not for his booke, nor yet for wit, 
For pleaſant catch-fooles in like ſort he ſpares not 
To ſwearc hee's careleſle, carclefle to forget 


|  Orthinke vpon his dutie, ſoules comfort ; 


Careleſle to thriue, or liue in decencie; 
Carcicſle of vertuous,and a good conſort, 
Careleſle of wiſedome, and of honeſtic 3 
1. Toallthiscareleſnes, ſhould one declare 

2. Hisfathers death, I am ſure he would not care. 


of 
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Of Riwns. 16. 
Once Runs ſaw a pretty laſle, 
Andh1quorous tooth'd dehir'd to taſt, 
But knowing not how to bring't to paſſe, 
He vow'd to hange himſelſe in haſt : 
I feard him not, the wench was gone, 


And he wasloth to hang alone. 


Of Clodmms. 17. 
Clodins oft ſayth he hath chaleng'd beene by many, 
But neuer tells me he hath anſwered any. 


Of (mri. 18. 
Curio threats my death in an Epigrame, 
Yfayth hee'le cate his word, he is too blame, 
And yet Ithink hee'le write then ware of bleeding, 
Nay feare not, he writes nothing worth the reading. 


Of Fauitus. 1 9. 
Fauftus m ſtecde of grace, ſaith Fu/cas rimes, 
Oh gracelcilc manners | oh ynhallowed tines ! 


To Candidns. 2 0, | 
Friend Candidxs, thou often doolt demaund, 
What humours men by culling vnderſtand : 


Our E245 Iartiall hath full] pleaſantly, 


In 
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In his cloſe nips deſcribde a gull to thee : 
Fle follow him,and ſet downe my conceit 
V'Vhatca Gullis : oh word of much receit ! 
He is a gull , whole indiſcretion, 

Cracks his purſeſtrings to bein fafhion; 
Heisa gull, who is long in taking roote 

In barraine ſoyle, where can be but ſmall fruite : 
He is a gull, who runnes himſelfe in debt, 

For twelue dayes wonder, hoping ſo toget 


He is a gull, whoſe conſcience is a block, 


Not to takeintereſt, but waſtes his ſtock : 
He is a gull, who cannot haue a whore, 
But brags how much he ſpends vpon her ſcore : | 
He is a gull, that for commoditic | 
Payes tcnne times ten, and ſells the ſame for three : 
Heis a gull, who paſſing finicall, 
Peiſcth each word to be thetoricall : 
And to conclude, who ſelfe conccitedly, 
Thinkes al men guls, ther's none more gull then he. = 
Of Procus. 21. 
Trocus inſteede of more fitting diſcourſe 
To entertaine his Miſtris cares withall, 
Tells her a long talc ofa roſted horſe, 
Of a great brabble did to him befal! ; 
When ſhe demaunds the occaſion of thebraule, 
Hein a gallant brauery, gull-likc ſwore, 


ri | 


The 


E PIGRAMS. 


' 'Thereaſon that he foorth with him did fall, 
Was, for the other grutcht him of his whore: 
(Ye who doe loue your loucs better conceit,) 
Judgeif this gull deſerued his miſtris fauour, 
Who thus his goatiſh humours did relate : 
Or what paine with you for this rude behauiour ? 
; Whomlſoe're he marries may the a whore proue, 
For this ſpeech ſhewes that hea whore doth louc. 
To Clodua. 2 2. 
I prethee Clodie, tell me what's the reaſon, 
| Thou dooſt expeRtTI ſhould falute thee firſt, 
I have 1zed in CO my friends aſcaſon 
| Some exhibition for me there disburſt - 


' Sincethar, I haue beene in Goad his weekly role, 
And beene acquaint with Mownſienr Littleton, 
I haue walkt in Poules, and duly din'd at noone, 
| And ſometithes vilited the dauncing ſchoole : 
| Then how art thou my better,that I ſhould 
Speake alwaies firſt, as Iincroch faine would 2 
But in a whorc-houſe thou canlt ſwagger too, 


( !odues good day; tis morethen I can doo. 


| Of Sextiline. 2 3. 
 Sextilusfhgh'd, for Lexca let afart, 


_ \ Hathnot e youth a meruailous kind hart ? 
| 0% of 
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Of Fuſtas. 2 4. 
When Fs/exs firſt had taught his Muſe to ſcold, 
He gloricd in her rugged vaine ſo much, 
That every one came to him, heare her thould, 
Firſt Vir, then (54, nor did he grutch 
Y | | Tolet both players, and artificers, 
4 
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Deale with his darline, as if confident; 

None of all theſe he did repute for Lechers, 
' -  Orthoughther face would all ſuch luſts preuent; 
But how can hea bawdes furname refule, 


' Who to all forts thus proſtitutes his Muſe 2 


Of Gnatho. 25. 
My Lord moſt court-like lyes in bed till noone, 
#, Then, all high-ſtomacke riſech to his dinner, 
1 || - Falls ſtraight to Dice, before his meate be downe, 
#' Orto diſgeſt, walks to ſome femall finner. 
Perhaps fore-tyrde he gets him to a play, 
Comes home to ſupper,and then fallsto dice, 
There his deuotion wakes till it be day, 
And foto bed, where vntill noone he hes. 
Thais is a Lords life, ſimple folke will ſing, 
A Lords life ? what to trot fo foule a ring ? 


Yet thus he lues, and what's the oreateſt _ 7 | 
To 


Gnatho (hill ſweares he leads truc vertues 


E PIGRAMS. 
To Polo. 26. 
Th'art a fine fellow truſt me Polbo, 
And euery one reputesthee ſo tobe, 
Both for thy ingles face,and goodly ſhow, 
Of thyne apparraile and thy napene: 


Then, for thou pertly knowes to wagge thy head 
Like ſome old palſey-{trucken viurer, ; 


Chiefcly, for that this Chriflmas thou haſt led 
An rnelviſts life, (qramercy Creditor,) 


Bu for this laſt thou muſt be faine to goe, 
Into the country for a yeere or two. 
| Of the ſame. 2 7. 

/ Polio atlength's fallne in wy good conceit, 
Not fot his wanton face and curled haire, 
Nor his fatte buttocke, nor that I delight 
In his french Galliard, which is nothing rare, 
Nor for that others thinke him to be ſo, 
(For others credits cannot better me, 
But for he thinks himlelfe a fine fellow, 
For his owne ſtate who better knowes then hee ? 
Of Zeno. 28. 

Zeno would faine th'old widdow e/£agt haue, 

| Truſtme hee's wiſe, for ſhee is rich and braue ; 

. | But Zeno, Zeno, ſhee will none of you, 
_ | Inmy mind ſhee'sthe wiſer of the two. 


Of 
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Of eAvrin. 29. 
4: il eArions thoughts are growne ſo muſicall, 
od || That all his talke's of crotchets,and of quauers, 
His very words to ſembriefe time doe fall, 
And blowing of his noſe of mulicke ſauours : 
Hee'le tell you of well fretting of a Lute, 


J | | Euen til you fret, and of the harmonie, 
, 


Is cither in a {till Cornet or Flute, 

Ofreſts, and ſtops, and ſuch like trumperie, 
Yetloues he more, for all ſ\wcet mulick ſence, 
His miltris belly, then theſe inſtruments. 


| Of (hryſogonus. 3 0. 
Chry/ogams each morning by his glaſle, 
Teacheth a wrinckled ation to his face, 
And with the ſame he runnes into the ſtreet, 
Each one to put in feare that he doth meet : 
I prytheetell me (gentle {Þry/ogone) | 
What needs a borrowed bad face to thine owne ? 


Of Torques. 3 1. | 
Torques a Knight,and of indifferent lining, ' 
Is neyther free of houſe-keeping,nor ging : 
Yet ſtands he in the Debet booke vncroſt : 
Wonder not man, he keepes a whore to his coſt. 
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Of Las. 3 2. 
Wanton young Lax hath a pretty note, 
Whoſe burthen is, pinch not my petticoate * 
Not that ſhe feares cloſe nips, for by the rood, 


A priuy pleaſing nip will cheare her blood : 
But ſhe which longs to taſt of pleaſures cup, 
In nipping would her petticoate weare vp. 


Of Fidens. 3 2. | 
Fidens mſtruQts young Gentlemen to play, 
Who teach his wife, ey gettrue fingring : 
But ſhe learnes to-play falſez no merualle, they 
Of a Maiſter,ſhe of Schollers got her learning; 


Of Orphens. 3 4. 
Orphers hath wed a young luſty wife, 
And all day long vpon his Lute doth play: 
Doth not this fellow lead a merry life, 


Who playes continually both might and day ? 


Of Cotta. 3 5. 

. I wonder (Cotta) Paynters Art can like thee, 
Who drew thy piQure being nothing like thee. 
fy Metins. 3 6. 

' Cetins of late hath greatly coſend me, 
Itooke him for an carneſt Eo 


He 


EPIGRAMS. 
He talk'd ſo much of almes and charity 
But I vvas nughtily deceau'd belike. 
He praiſeth charity and almes, becauſe 
He was made Barriſter for almes, not lawes. 


Of the [ame. 37. 
With what conſcience can Mere (ell law deare, 
When of meecre almes he was made Barriſter ? 


To Licus. 38. 
T ic1es, thou art deceau'd in ſayin 


t 
I me a fine man : thou ſaiſt thou knowſt not what. © 


He's a fine fellow vyho is neate and fine, \ 
Whoſe locks are kem'd,& neuer a tangled twine, 

Who {mels of Musk,Ciuet,and Pomander, 

Who ſpends,and out-ſpends many a pound a yeare, 
Who piertly icts,can caper,daunce.and ſing, 

Play with his Miſtris fingers, her hand vvrin 

Who companying vvith vvenches nere is tall 

But cither skips or mowes,or prates his fill, 
V'Vho is at cuery play, and euery night 

Sups with his /zg/es, vvho can vvell recite, 
Whatlſoeuer rimes are gracious. (Lic) leaue, 
Iniure not my content then,to bereauc 

My fortune of her quiet : Iam 1, 

But a ſinc fcllovy in my fantalic 
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Tz a great trouble, trouble me not then, 
For a fine fellow, is a fine foole mongſt men; 


Of Chreftina. 2 9. 
I told {bref#::4 T vvould he wvith her, 

When ſhe with an old phraſe doth me aduiſe, 

| To keepemy ſelfe from water and from fier, 

And ſhewould kcepe me fromberwixt her thighs, 
| That there is vvater I doe make no doubt, 


But Il'c be loth (vvench) to be fired out. 


| Of Nema. 4 0. 
| Nemais one vvhile of the Innes of Court, 
Toyling in Brooke, Fitzherbert, and in Dyer : 
Another vvhile th'Exchange he doth reſort, 
Moyling as faſt, a ſeller, and a buyer : 
' Willnothethriue (think yee) who can deuiſe; 
Thus to vnite the lavy and merchandiſe 2 
Doubtleſle he vvill, or coſen out of doubt; 
What matter's that ? his law will beare him our; 
Of the ſame. 4 1. -5; to 
| No a Merchant, and a Gentleman : 
tis,{carce honeſt, liue he how he can. 
Of the ſame 4 2. 
Pardon me (Reader) I will not bewray 
Who New is, not that I feare to (ay, 
Bz But 
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But that he ſhould be puniſhd I am loth, 
For engrolling occupations as he doth. 
Heis a Lawyer, and a Merchant to, 

And ſhortly will Idoubt hauec rhoreto do : 
He is a bulie fellow, and may be 
A knaue Promoter for his honeſty. 


Of (loa. 4 2. 
( loduus me thinks lookes palling big of late, 
With Duxitons browes, and lens Cutlacks gate : 
What humours haue poſleſt him ſo, I won - 
His eyes are lightning and his words are thunder : 
What means the Bragart by his alteration ? 
He knows he's known too wel,for this fond faſhion: 
To cauſe him to be feard : what meancs he than ? 
Belike, becauſe he cannot play the man. 
Yet would be awde, he keepes this filthy reucll, | 
Stalking and roaring like to /obs great deuill. 


Of Phrix. 4 4. 

Phrix hath a noſe;who doubts what ech man knows 
But what hath Phrix know-worth beſides his nole ? 
In Zelotypwm. 4 5. 

Thy wife ſo nimph-like fitting at the board, 
Why frown'ſt chou that I look on her ? good Lord. 
What ſinne is't to looke on a pretty laſle ! 


We 
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Welook on heauen, the Sun & Moons bright face. 
Would'{t haue me turne away, as I did (ce 

Some filthy ſlut, or lewd deformity ? 

Why, Icaloulic her ſelfe may ſuffer ſight; 

Sight cannot cuckold thee, nor do thee ſpight : 

If thow'lt not haue herlook'd on by thy guelts, 

Bid none but Harpers hence-forth to thy tealts. 


Of Gelka. 46. 
The world finds fault with Gelba, for ſhe loues 
A skip-iack fidler, T hold her excus'd, 
| Forlouing him, fith ſhe her ſelfe ſo proues : 
! What,ſhe a fidler ? tut ſheis abus'd ? 
: No in good faithy what fidle hath ſhe vs'd 2 
The Vile Digambe is her beſt content, 
For twixt her legs ſhe holds her inſtrument. 


To the Reader. 47. 
Excuſe me (Reader) though Inow and than, 
In ſome light lines doe ſhew my ſelfe a man, 
Nor be ſo ſowre, ſome wanton words to blame, 
They are the language of an Epigrame. 
To Lyaia. 48. 
(Lydia) ſo mote I thee thou artnot faire, , 
A plainc brownetta when thou art at beſt : 
| Yetdarſtnotthou come forth into the ayre, 


B; When 
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When no wind ſtirres, and Sunne's hid in the vveft. 

But mask'd forſooth, I prethy whar's thy reaſon, 
That hauing (God he knowes)no faire to looſe, 

Thou hid'it chat pitteous None fo out of ſeaſon 2 
Oh ttf'art a mummer,and perhaps doſt chooſe, 

A faire calme eucn as fitteſt for thy gaine: 

Sayc{t thou me {o ? nay, then we'le haue about, 
F. Come,trip the dice, haue at your box (adam) 


Ile caſt at all,for ſure I goe not our. 


' Nothing but mum? nay then we are agreed, 
1 


Be Iwell chanc'd, my chance may be to ſpeed. 
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k To {otta. 4 9. 
Benot wrath, Corta, that I not ſalute thee, 
I vs'd it whilſt I worthy did repute thee : 
Now thou art made a painted Saint, and I 
{ *tta will not commit 1dolatry, 
To Women. x0. | 
Yee that hauc beauty and withall no pitty, 
Arc like a prick-ſong-leſſon without ditty. 


Of Chreftina. Sl. 
Talke bawdery and Chreftinaſpets and ſpals, 
So much her chaſt thoughts hate it,tue chat's alle, 


She loues it well, wherfore then ſhould ſhe ſpet ? 
Her teeth doc watcr but to heare of it. 


of 
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Of Panſa. x 2. 
Fine ſpruce yong 7a»/a's growne a malcontent, 
| A mighty malcontent chough young and ſpruce, 
As herefic he thuns all merriment, 
And turn'd good husband, puts forth fighsto vſe, 
Likehate-man Tio» in his Cell, he fits 
Miſted with darknes like aſmoaky roome, 
Andif he be ſo mad to walke the (treetes, 
To his ſights life, his hat becomes a toombe. 
What is the cauſe of this melancholly, 
His father's dead : no,ſuch newes reuiues him, 
Wants he a whore ? nor that, loues he ? that's folly, 
Mount his high thoughts ? oh no,then what gnicues 
Laſt nighe which did our [ns of court men call (him? 
In filken fates hike gawdy Butterflics, 
To paint che Torch-lighe {ommer of the hall, 
FF ſhew good legs,tpite of ſlops-ſinothering thies 
Hepaſling from his chamber through the Court, 
Did ſpoile a paire of new white pumps with dure 


Of (ornelus. x 3. 
Sec you him yonder, who {its o're the ſtage, 
With the Tobomagite now at his mouth 2 
Itis { ornebves that braue gallant youth, 
Who 1s new printed to this fangled age : 
He wearesa lerkin cudgeld with gold lace, 


A 
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A profound ſlop, a hat ſcarce pipkin high, 

For boots, a paire of dagge caſes his face, 

Furr'd with Cads-beard: his poynard on hs thigh. 

He wallows in his walk his ſlop to grace, 

Sweares by the Lord, daines no ſalutation 

But > ſome iade that's ſick of his owne faſhion, 

As farewell ſweet Captaine, or(boy) come : 
” whiriy ors er AL x "he 
Put vpthellic becuaſe he durſtnoe fighe. 


Of Iſa. 5 4. 
Iſa from me to a player tooke her way, 
No meruaile, for ſhe alwaics lou'd to play. 


To Mira. 75: 
on why I nam'd thee ſo : 
Let them aske Nature why ſhe fram'd thee ſo. 
De ITonoto. 56. 


There's an odd fellow, (ie not tell his name, 
Becauſe from my lines he ſhal get no fame: ) 
Reading mine Epigrams bathes euery limb, 
In angry ſweat ſwearing that I meane him : 

Content thy ſelfc I write of better men, 


Thouartno worthy ſubic& for my pen. 


EPIGRAMS. 


' Of Nurma. 57. | 
Why ſhould Nigrina weare her mask ſo much? 
Her slanslawn's not ſo fine,ſo ſoone to ſtaine, 
-Her tendreſt poultry may endure the touch, 
Her face,face and out-face the wind againe x | 
The cherry of her lip's a vvinter Cherry, 
Then mae Agar gi & needs no =s defence? 
Her cheeks beſt fruit's a black,no Mulberry, 
But fearcleſle of ſharp guſtes impoueriſhments : 
And to be briefe, ſhe bang all plaine one, 
Why is ſhe mask'd to keepe that where is none ? 
} O fir he's painted, and you know the guiſe, 
Pi&tures are curtaind from the vulgar eyes. 


Of Dru. 59. 
' . Drus fora Cuckold, and miſerable's fam'd, 
— Maynothe wella hard-head then be nam'd ? 


To Mira. x5 09. 
Thou fearſt I loue thee, for I prayſe thee ſo: 
Should I difpraiſe thee, what wouldſt feare I trow 2 


= 4 


De Tenet. 6 0. 
Yon fellow thinks mine Epigrams him meane, 
Then let me write of cuery Fondand queane. 


— — PG TY — _ _ 


of 


» 


EPIGRAMS. 


Of Nigrma. 6 1. 
Painted Ss vnamask'd comes ne're in [1 
Becanſe bghe 


gh, 

vvenches care not for the light. 
Of the /ame, 6 2. 

Painted NVigrma with the picture face, 


Hauins no maske thinks ſhe's without > 


Trace, 


E So with one caſe ſhe doth another cale, 
' | ' Dothnother maske become her then apace ? 


Of Baſſus. 6 z. 
Eloquent Baſſs ſpeakes all with a grace, 
Notſo much but good morrow,and good ni 
I wonder when the Somner did him cite, 
For his ſweet finne, how he ſpake in that caſe : 


; I am ſure he could with no grace well refulc it 


''  AndworſeI doubtwithany grace exculc it. 


che 2 


O 


'" - To Mira. 6 4. 
Thou fear'ſt I am in louc with thee (my Dearc) 
I prethy fearc not, [t comes with a feare. 


| Of N vor. 6 5. 
Becauſe Nigrma hath apaintcd face, 
Many ſuſpet her to be light and baſc : 


I fee no reaſon torepute her ſuch, 


For out of doubt ſhe will abide the tuch. 


of 


' 


EPIGRAMS. 
| of Geliza. 6 6. 
Gelkantic'd her good-man to the Citty, 
And often threatneth to giue h:m the lurch, 
Sec how this ſweet ſinne makes the ſimpleſt witty : 
She {too prophane ) whilſt he1s at the church, 
Ringing the firſt peale at the greatelt bels 
At home will ring all ia with {ome one els. 


eAd {(rocum. 6 7. 
(7rocus,thou fai'ſt that thou do'ſt know more queans 


Then many a poore man cars in Autum gleans? 
But Crocus, Crocus, if they all know you, 


*/* I fcare I-faith you hauc too much to do. 


Of Cans. 6 8. 
As (aw walks the ſtreets;jf he but heare 
A blackman grunt his note, he'crics ob rave | 
He cries oh rare, to heare the Iriſhmes | 
Cry pippe,fine pippe, with a ſhrill accent, when 
He comes at Mercers chappellz and, oh rare, 
At Ludgate at the priſoners plaine-ſong there: 
Oh rare {ings he to heare a Cobler ling, 
Or a wailaile on twelfe night, orthe ing 
At cold S. Pancras church or any thing : 
He'lecry, oh rare, and ſcratch the elbow too 
To fce two Butchers curres fight; the Cuckoo, 


will | 


EPIGRAMS. 


Will cry 0h rare, toſce the champion bull, 

Or the vitorious maſtife with crown'd (cull » | 
And garlanded with flowers, paſſing along | 
From Par:-garden he renewes his hes 

Toſce my L.Maiors Henchmen; or to lce, 

( At an old Aldermans bleſt obſequae) 

The Hoſpitall boyes in their blew zquipage, 

Or ata carted bawde, or whore in cage: 

Hee cry, oh rare, at a Gongfarmers cart, 

Oh rare toheare a ballad or a fart : 

Briefely ſo long he hath vſde to cry, oh rave, 

That now that phraſe is growne thin & thred-bare, { 
But ſure his wit will be more rare and thin, 
If he continue as he doth begin. 


To the Reader. 6 g. 
Some dainte care, like a wax-rubd Citty roome, 
Wil haply blame my 4/e for this ſalt rhume, 
> Thinkingherlewd and too vamaidenly, 
' Fordauncing this Iigge ſo laſciuiouſly : 
But better thoughts, more diſcreet, will excuſe 
This quick Couranto of my merry Muſe 
- Andfay ſhekeeps Decoramto the times, 
> To womens looſe gownes (uting her looſe rimes : 
” ButIwhobelt her humorous emcs know, -o 
Say, that this mad wench when ſheieſteth ſo br: 
$ 


” 


, 
| 


| 


EPIGRAMS. 


Is honeſter then many a ſullen one, 

Which being more ſilent thinks worſe being alone: 
Then my quick-ſprighted laſle can ſpeake: tor who 
Knowes not the old {aid ſaw of the St Sow. 


Concluſion to the Reader. 7 0. 
(Reader )when thou haſt read this mad-cap ſtuffe, 
Wherein my uſe ſwaggers as in her ruffe : 
I know theſe Orphants {hal be ſoone renounced, 
Ot eucry one, and vnto death denounced : 
I knowcthow'lt doome them to th' Apothera, 
To wrap Sope in, and Aſifetida : = 
Andaiultly to : for thou canſt not miſuſe, 
More then I will, theſe baſtards of my uſe : 
I know they are paſling filthy, ſcuruey lines, 
T know they are rude,harſh,and vnſauory rimes ; 
Fit to wrap playſters, and odd vnguents 1n, 
Reedifters of the wracks of Syme. 
Viewing this fin-drownd vvorld, I purpoſely, 
Phiſick'd my A4#/e, that thusvnmannerly, 
She might beray our folly-ſoyled age, 
And keepe Decorwm on a comick ſtage, 
Bringing a foulc-mouth leſter vvho might ſing 
To rogues, the ſtory of the louſte King, 
] care not vvhat the vvorld doth think, or fay, 


There lics a morral vader my leane play : 


And 


hy 


EPIGRAMS. 
And likea reſolute Epigrammatiſt, 


Holding my pen, er in my fiſt : 
Lknow1 | 69S Momes conuince. 


My Me lo armedis a carclefle Prince. 
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SATYRE PRE- 


ludium. 


te on theſe Lydan tunes which blunt our ſprights 
And turne our gallants to Fermaphro: ues : 
Giue mea Doruke touch, whoſe Semphony, 


\ And ai aire may with afhnity 
1 


Moue our light vaulcing ſpirits and capering. 
Woo Alexander from lewd banquetting 

To armes. Bid Hamballremember (4 annas, 
And leaue Salapian Tamyras embrace. 

Hence with theſe fidlers, whoſe oyle-buttred lines, 
Are Panders vntolults, and food to {1nnes, 
Their whimpring Sonnets, puling Elegjes 
Slaynder the Muſes z make the vvorld deſpiſe, 
Admired poclte, marre Re/olutions ruffe, 
And melt true valour with lewd ballad ſtuffe. 

Heere one's Elegiack pen patheticall, 

H1s parting from his Miſtris doth bewalle : 


1 Whuch whcn young gallant 74x hath perus'd, 


| 


His 


bt ee ith 
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Sat. preludium. 
His valour's creſtfalnc, his reſolues abuſd, 
For yvhatſoe're his courage crlt did moue, 
He'e goe no voyage novy to leauc his Loue. 
Another vvith his ſupple paſſion 
Meaning to moue his * #76 to compaſlion, 
Makes puiſne Leci«- in a lumpathy 
Inloue vvith's pibald Laundres by and by. 
A third chat falls more roundly to his vvorke, 
Meaning to mouc her vvere the levy or Turke : 
Writes perfc&t ( at and 


fadle, vvantonly, 


' Tickling her thoughts vvith masking bavvdry: 


Which read to Captaine Tweca, he doth ſvveare, 

And ſcratch,and mea ſcratch to heare 

His ovvne diſcourſe diſcours'd : and by the Lor4 

It's paſſmg good: oh good! at cucry vvord: 

When his Cock-ſparrovv thoughts to itch begin, 

He vvitha ' nn bh a most ſweet ſane; 
Some others Lady Muſe is comicall, 

Thatia to the back,nay back and all, 

And ſhe vvith many a fale La vel teſt | 

Edgeth ſome blunted teeth, and fires the breſt 

Of many an old cold gray-beard Citizen, 

CHMedealike making him young againe 

Who comming from the Curtaine ſneaketh in, 

Toſome odde garden no ed houſe of finne. 

But oh yvorlc yet ! for ſome Capritcious _ 


Sat. preludinm, 
Making an iſſue of his vicerous tumor. 
Some prophane Clodian pen daring diſplay 
(Like connicatching) bawdnies Orgia, 
With the prouoſt Martiall, ranſacks cucry roome 
Ofa vaulcing houſe, and ribbald doth preſume, 
VVith Midwife eMtberr, or the womans booke 
To anatomize each corner, and fond nooke. 

Let R 4blars with his durtie mouth diſcourſe 
No longer bluſh, for they'le write ten times worſe 
And Aretmes great wit be blam'd no more, 
Theyle ſtorie forth the errant arrant whore : 
And{peaking painters excuſe Titiar, 

For his [owes loues; and Elephanticke yaine. 

Thus all our Poets as they had carouſde 
A health to Circes, are in hogſties houſde, 
Or els transformd to Goates laſcruouſly, 
Filthing chaſt cares with theyr pens Gonorrhey, 
For euen the ſtalicſt and moſt generous, 
Theheroicke Pocme is laſciuious, 
Which mid(t of Mars his field, & hote alarmes; 
V Vill ſing of C#pids chiualrie and armes. 

The Satyre onely and Epigramatiſt, 
(Conciſc Af: 1grame, and ſharpe Satyriſt) 
Keepe diet from this ſurfet of exceſle, 
Tempring themſelues from ſuch licenciouſnes, 
The bitter cca(ures of their Ah ſplecnes, 

| , Are 


af _ _ — ” 
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Sat, preludium. 


Are Antidotes to peſtilentiall ſinnes, 

They heale with laſhing, ſearc luxuriouſnes, * 

They are Philoſophicke trne { antharides 

To vanities dead fleſh. An Epigrame 

Is popith difpling, rebell fleth to tame : 

A plaine dealing lad, that is not afraid 

Tofſpeake the truth, but calls a iade, a iade. 

And Mounſiexr Gualard was not much too blame, 

V Vhen he for meat miſtooke an Epigrame, 

For though it be no cates, ſharpe ſauce it 1s, 

To lickerous vanitie, youths ſweet amiſle. 

But oh the Satyre hath a nobler vaine, 

He's the Strappado, rack, and ſome ſuch paine 

To baſe lewd vice; the Epigram's Bridewell, 

Some whipping cheere : 1m this is follies hell. 

The Epigram's like dwarfe Kings ſcurrill grace, 

A Satyre's Cheſtcr to a painted face 

Tt is the bone-ach vnto "eG 

To Acolaſtus itis beggery : 

Jr is the ſcourge, the Tamberlame of vice, 

Thethree ſquare Tyborne of impicties. 
But to come neere the verſes 7 2 time, 

Itis (oh ſcuruey) to a Lenten rime; 

It is the grand hiſleto a filthy play, 

T is les howts and ſhowts at a =_ fray. 

Iech yet, yet nerer to them, fic 
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Sat. preludinm. 
Their wits haue got my Muſe with Tympanig: 
And with theirlooſe tayld penns to let it looſe, 
Ir's like a Syring to a Hempdbibe Gooſe. 
Theſe critique wits which nettle vanitie, 
Arc ater five then foode to foppery : 
And I dare warrant that the hanging(t brow, 
The ſowrelt Stoicke that will ſcarce allow 
A ny ſtone vpon his fathers grauc, 
(Though henoreaſon haue no rime to haue:) 
The ſtrickteſt (Plato) that for vertues health : 
Will baniſh Poets forth his common-wealth. 
VVill of the two affoord the Satyre grace, 
Before the whyning loue-ſong ſhall haue place ? 
And by ſo much his night-cap's ouer Jay 
As a Bcadle's better ſtates-man then a Bawde. 


Explicit the Satyres flouriſh before 
his fencing. "ko 


eMherins qu fert witia ferendo 
f = ag 


C2 


Satyra prima. 
Hall I (ill mychin filence and giue ayme, 


To other wits which make court to bright fame? 
A ſchoole boy {bll, ſhall T lend eare to other, 


QO 


And owne priuate Muſes muſick ſmother 2 
Eſpecially in this finne leapered age, 
V Vhere cuery Player vice comes on the ſtage : 


Maskt in a vertuous robe ? and fooles doe fit 


1. More honored then the Prefter lohn of wit ? 


V'Vhere vertue, likea common goſop ſhieldes 
Vice with her name, and her defeQts ore-guilds : 
No no, my Muſe, be valiant to controule, 
Play the ſcold brauely, feare no cucking-ſtoole, 
Begall thy ſpirit, like ſhrill ets clangor, 
Vent forth th'umpatience, andallarme thine anger : 
Gainſt ſinnes inuaſions, rende the foggie clowde, 
whoſe al black wombe far blacker vice doth ſhrowd 
Tell Gyant greatnes a more great did frame, 
Th'imaginary Coloſse of the ſame 
And then expoſtulate why Titzs ſhould 
Make ſhewe of AEtnas heat, yet be as cold 
As ſnow-drownd Athos in his frozen zeale, 
Both to Religion and his Common-weale ? 
Or why ſhould {/zs iniure thrift ſo much, 
As to entitle his extortion ſuch ? 


Or deſperat Dr doke the confuſion, 


Of 
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SATTYRE. I. 


Ofheady rage with reſolution, 
Pale trembling Ifarho dies his milke-ſtaind liver 
In colour of a diſcrect counſell-giuer :— 
And coole aduiſement 2 yet the world doth know, 
Hee's a rancke coward : but who dares tell ham fo 2 
The world's ſo bad that vertue's ouer-awde, 
And forlt poore ſoule to become vices bawde : 
Like the x 7 as of the comedie, 
Where Conſcience fauours Lucars harlotry. 
In ſpight of valour martiall e4:thozy, 
' Doth ſacrifice himſelfe tolecherie : 
Waſting to skin & bones (true map of ruth,) 
Yet termes it ſolace,and a trick of youth. 
Oh world, oh time, that cuer men ſhould be 
So blinde beſotted with hipocriſie : 
Poyſon to call an wholſome Antiavre, 
And made carouſe the ſame, although they know't. 
How now my Af#/e,this is righe womans faſhion, 
Tofall frombrawling toa blubbering paſgon 2 
Haue done haue done, and to a nimbler key, 
Set thy winde inſtrument, and ſprightly play. 
Thysleaden-heeled paſsion isto dull, 
To keepe pace with this Satyre-footed gull : 
This mad-cap world, this whirlygigging age: 
Thou muft haue words compatt of fire & rage: | 
Tearms of quick Camphire = Salt-pecter phraſes, 
Z 4s 
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} SATTRE. 7. 
'* Asinamyneto blowvp the worlds graces, 


> Andblaſther anticke apiſh complements. 


- Her tugling tricks and miſts which mock the ſence, 


'> Make Catzhneor Alcibrades, 


* Toſcemea Cato, or a Socrates. 


This parrafite, this guide to reprobation, 

* Thys ſquynt-eyde ſlaue, which lookes two wayes at 
3 Th | oyle of paſions, (once, 
2 Hath ſo bereyde the world with his foule wyre, 


{& Thatnaked trath may be ſuſpeR a lycr. 


 Forwhengreat Fei paſlling through the ſtreet, 
3. Vaylethhiscap to cach one he doth meet, f 


S And whenno broome-man that will pray for him, 


| Shall haucleſſe truagethen his bonnets brim, 
| V Vho would notthinke him perfeR curtcſic 2 


&] Orthe honny-ſuckle of humilitic ? 


# 'Thedcuill heis asſoone : he is the deuill, 

= Brightly accoultred to bemiſt his euill : 

© Likea Swartrutters hoſe his puffc thoughts ſwell, 
With yeaſtie ambition : Signior Aachianell 
Taught him this mumming trick, with curteſic 


T*entrench himſelfein popularitie, 


3% And fora writhen face, and bodies moue, 


Pe Barricadode in the peoples loue. 
Yonder comes Cloaies,giuc him the (alute, 
An 


SATTRE. I. 


An oylie ſlaue: he angling for repute, 

V Vil cently entertaine thee, and prevent 
Thy worle conceit wich many a complement: 
But rurne thy backe, and then he turnes the word, 
The -oroghen fer knaue wil call thee goodma Tord, 

Nothing but coſlenage doth the world poſleſle, 
And ltufies the larze armes of his emptines. 

Make ſute to F awe for his fauour, he 
Will {traighe proteſt of his loues treaſurie : 
Belecu'ſt thou him, then weare a motly coate, 
Hele be the firſt man which ſhall cut thy throat. 

Come to the Court, and Bakhazcr affords 
Fountaines of holy and roſe-water words : 

Haſt thou need of him ? & would(ſt find him kind ? 
Nay then goe by, the gentleman is blind. 

Thus all our ations in a fi mpathy, 
Doedaunce an anticke with hypocriſie, 
And motley fac'd Diſimulaticn, 

Is crept into our euery faſhion, , 

V Vhoſevery titles to are diſlembled 2; 
The'now all-buttockt, and cobidted. 
Doublet and hoſe which I doereuell in, 
V Vas my great grandfires when he did 
To wooe my crandame,when hee firſt bs 
And witneſle to the toynture he did make her 
(V Viencs ſome auntient painted hiſtory 


_ 
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Of , Haman, Mardoche. 
For though ſome gulls me to belecue are loth, 
I know ther'le credite print, and painted cloth) 
Yet, like th'olde Ballad of the Lord of Lorne, 
V'Vhoſeclaſtlinein King Harries dayes was borne, 
It (Hill retaines the title of as new, 
eAndproper a faſhion, as you euer knew. 

-All things are different from their outward ſhow, 
The very poet, whole ſtandiſh doth flow 
VVith NeQar of Parnaſſus, and his braine 
Melts to Caftabarn dew, and ſhowres wits raine, 
Yet by his outward coutnaunce doth appeare 
To hauc becne borne in wits dearths deereſt yecre. 
So that Zopirus mdging by his face, 
VVill pronounce Socrates for dull and baſe. 

This habite hath falſe larumd-ſceming wonne 
In our affetions, that whatſocre is done 
Muſt be newe coynd with ſlie diſſemblance ſtawp, 
And gzue a ſunne-ſhine title to a lampe. | 

This makes the foiſting trauailer to ſweare, 
And face out many alie within the yeere. | 
eAndif he haue beene an howre or two aboarde, 
To ſpew a little gall : then, by the Lord, 
He hath beene in both the Indias, Faſt and Weſt, 
Talkes of Guiana, China, and the reſt : 
The ſtraights of Gib7ahare, and e/Enian, 

eArc 


SATTRE. I. 


eAfre but hard by, nonor the Magelane, 
CMandemle, Candih, ſea-cxpenentt Drake 
Came neuer neere hun, if he truly crake 
Nor euer durl(t come where he layd his head, 
For out of doulzt he hath diſcouered 
Some halfe a dozen ot thinfiniry 
Of e fnaxarchus worlds. Like foppery 
The Antiquary would perſwade vsto : 
He ſhewes a pcece of blacke-iack for the ſhooe, 
 Whichold _— _— his valiant ſonne 2 
e pecce of polliſht mother of pcarle's the ſpoone 
( uh anos = pe with and behath a dagger 
+ Made of the {word wherwith great Charles did fwag 
Oh that the whip of fooles,great Aretine, (ger 
Whoſe words were {quibs, and crackers every line, ' 
Liu'd in our dayes, to ſcourge theſe hypocrites, 
V Vhoſle taunts may be like gobblins and ſprights : 
To haunt theſe wretches forth that little left them 
Of ayery wit (for all therelk's bereft them.) 
Oh how the varg:s from his blacke pen wrung, 
| VVouldſaucc the /4owe of the Engliſh tongue, 
Giueit a new touch, liucher Diale& 
To heare this two-neckt goofe,this falſhood checkt. 
CA thinks I {ce the pic-bald whoreſone tremble 
To heare of Aretine : he doth diſlemble, 
T here isno truſt to be had to his quaking, 


\ 


To 
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To him once more, and rouſe him from his ſhaking 

Feauer of fained feare, hold whip and cord, 

Muſe, play the Beadle, a laſh at cuery word : 

No, no, let be, he's a true coſoner (hill, - 


And like the Cramp-fiſh darts,cuen throgh iy quil | 
His ſhe inſinuating poylonous iuice, | 


And doth theſame into my Spiritinfuſe : 

Me thinks already I applaud my ſelfe, 

For nettle-ſtinging thus this fayery elfe : | 

And though my conſcience ſayes I merit not 

Such deere reward, diſlembling yet (God wot) 

I hunt for praiſe, and doe 1176) 06hay Or : is 
Hence (crafty enchaunter) welcome baſe negleR, l 
Scoffes make me know my ſelfe, I muſt not erre, 
| Better awretch then a diſſembler. 
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Satyra ſecunda, 


| HEerecomsa Coach (my Lads)let's makea ſtand, | 
 * "And takca view of blazing ſtarres at hand : 

Who's here ? who's here?now truſt me paſling faire, 
Thai're moſt ſweet Ladies: mary and ſo they are. 
Why thou young puiſne art thou yet to learne, 
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A harper from a ſhilling to.diſcerne ? 
187 Thadthoughtithelaſt mask which thou caperedſtin 
| | Had catechiz'd thee from this errors ſinne, 


, 

: 
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Taught 


| Wherearethine " 2? But now Ica 
- Theſe can bewitch,and ſo haue made thee blind; 


| Acompound miſt of May deaw and Beane flowre, 
| Doetheſe Acraſiss on thy eyelids powre: 


| Thouartenchaunted (Publxs) and haſt neede 
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Taughtthee S./dartins ſtuffe from true gold lace, 
And know a perfect from a painted face: - 

Why they are Idols, Puppets, Exchange babies, 
And yet (thou foole) tak'it them for goody Ladies: * 


to mind, 


Of Hercwle;, thy reaſon, to be freede. 
Conſider what a rough worme-eaten table, 
By well-mix'd colours1s made fſalcable : 
Or how toad-houſing ſculs, and old fart bones, 
Are grac'd with painted toombs, and plated ſtones 5 


| And think withall how ſcoffe-inſpiring faces 


From dawbing pencils doe deriuetheir graces : 


Ther beauties are moſt antient Gentlemen, 


 Fetch'd from the deaw-figs,hens dung, & the beane. 


Nay,this doth rather proouc them baſtard faires, 


For to ſo many fathers they arc heres, 

Yet their effronted thoughts adulterate, 
Think the blind world holds themlegitimate. 
(Madame) you gull your ſelfe, thinking to gull 
Young puiſnes eyes with your ore-varniſh'd ſcull: 
Fornow our Gallants areſo cunning growne, 


That painted faces arc like pippins knowne : 


GC, GREEK 
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They know your ſpirits, & your diſtillations, (ons, 


| which makeyourcies turn diamods, to charm paſs1- 
'  Yourceruſſenow growneltale,your skane of lilke, 

Your philterd waters, and your aſles milke, 

They were plaine alles if they did not know, 

QuickfiJucr, myce of Lemmons, Boras too, 

Allom, oyle Tartar, whites of egges, & gaules 

e Are ets the bawdes to morphew,ſ{curfts & ſcauls 

Then whats a wench but a quurke, quidlit caſe, 

V Vhich makes a Painters pallat of her face ? 

Or would not {hefter {(yeare her downe that Chice 

Lookt like an Elench, logicke ſophiſtric ? 

Or like a new ſherifes gate-polts,whoſc old faces 

Arefurbiſht ouer to ſmoothe times diſgraces 2 | 

Then how is man turnd all Py7mahoy, 

That knowing theſe piCtures, yet we doate vpon 

The painted ſtatues, or what fooles are we 

So grofly to commit idolatry ? 

V Vhat, are we Ethnicks that we honour beaſts? 

(They are beaſts which paint themſelues) or els pa- 

Whoſe ouer-ficeting brittle memories (pilts 

Righe worſhipfull intitle Images ? 

But be we any thing; theſe wenches know 

V Ve arc but fooles to be deluded fo : 

Who for deluding vs,to plague their linne, 


4 SO | | 
| Areturnd to counterfaits,whuch their yucafde 5kin, | 
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Quickly diſcouers,and to ſhadowes too, 

For making louers ſhadowes as they doo. 

Is nothe fond then which a ſlip receaues 

For currant money ? ſhe which thee deceaues 

With copper guilt is but a flip, and ſhe 

Will one day thew theea touch as ſlippery 2: 

She's counterfait now,and it will goe hard, 

If ere thou find her currant afterward : 

A painted vvenchis like a whore-houſe ligne, 

The old new ſlurred ouer : or mix'd wine, 

Sophiſbicate, to giue it hew and tat ; 

A dudgin dagger that's new ſcowr'd and elaſt : 

Or I could ſute her were ſhe not prophane, 

To anew painted, and churchwarden'd fane : 

Or generall pardons, which ſpeake glorioully, 

Yet keepe not touch: or a Popilh J»b1/y. 

Thus altermg natures ſtamp, they're altered, 

From ther firſt purity, innate maydenhcad : 

Of ſ\1mple naked honeſty, and truth, 

And giuen o're toſeducing haſt a : 

Whoſe {hngs when they are blunted, & theſe fregde 

Then ſhall they fce Fra, kaomac of this deede: 

And lcauing it their lothſome playſtered skins, 

Shall ſhew the furrowed nuels of ehcir fins: 

And now their box complexions are depos'd, 

Their taundiſe looks,and rainc-boy like diſclos'd, 
- Shall 
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Shall ſlander them with ſicknes c're their time, 
For pocket-healths, vane viage in their prime. 
Then ſhall their owly conſciences ſhun light, 
And thus hke Bats ſhall flutter in the night, 
Aſham'd that any eye ſhould tell:tic, 

Their now impouertſh'd beauties beggary, 
Nay,they ſo far ſhal be aſkam'd therect, 

That from themſelues they ſhal feare cannon ſcoffe, 
And hate to ſee themſclues: all glaſſes breake, 

By which before they taught their locks to ſpeake *: 

end parly with their lufts . But T'me a foole, 
Which talk to deafe eares,& dull ſtocks do ſchoole 
Me thinks the painted Pageant's out of ſight, 


O 


It's tmeto cnd my lefture then : good night. 


Satyra tertia, 
and ! haue I then loſt my cap? 
M77 gup P 


all bc a warning for an after-clap, 


. Not thatI weigh the tributary due, 
Ofcap and court{hip complements, and new 
Antike ſalutes, I care not for thiembrace, 


The Spaniſh ſhrug, kiſs'd-hand, nor cheuerell face, 
od [ae you ve, good fir, and ſuchlike _ 


ronounc'd with lifping, and affeRed graces, 


Moue me no more then theare a Parrat cry 


Her 


[ 
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Fer by-roate leſſon of like curteſie : 


But this I wonder, that th'art ſo cſtrang'd, 


: And thy old Engliſh looks to outlandiſh chang'd, 


Howlſoe're thy ſelfe by Engliſh birth art freed, 
Thou haſt necede to haue thy looks endenized : 
With thee I haue beene long time well acquainted: 
But thoſe beyond-ſea looks haue now difioynted 
Our well knit friendſhip, for whoſe ſake I doube 
Th'art quite turn'd Dutch,or ſome outlandiſh lowt, 


' Thouhalt cleane forgot thine Enghth tong,& then 


Aitinno ſtate to ſalute Engliſhmen : - 
Or elſe th'haſt had ſome great ſicknes of late, 
Wi hoſe tiranny doth ſo extenuate 
Thy fraile remembrance, that thou canſt not claime 
Thine old acquaintance,mothers tong,nor name 
Guen thee in thy baptiſme : for I cannot, I, 
Impute it vnto pride, Philoſophy 
Hauing ſo well fore-ſeaſon'd thy minds cake. 
Of gulls and fooles I will no queſtion aske, 
Wherfore they looke ſo ſtrange, becauſe I know 
They are but poore in wit, though richin ſhow. 
Looke on Panduris, with whom in thinfancy 
Of my then greene, now riper iudgment, I 
Was well acquainted : he fir will not ſpeake, 
Thinking himfelte the better man belike 
Becauſe his father with bartring, and trucke 


Of 
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Of bad grecne-ſicknes wines hath heapt vp muck, 
And tor his mother with her greedy gripes, 

Hath out of ncats-feet .chitterlnes,and eripes, 
Scrapt many a durty pound : this is he, 

T hat lookes like G#azzo, or pedant grauitie, 
Spits controuerſies, prates of Lowe, 

And yet erhaps nere ſaw of his a line. 

Then | wr 1s Cynops, whoſe grand-mother ſold 
Good alc and wigs, in curteſey 7 crowne cold, 
Becauſe his father with 2 collening fetch, 

Purchaſd land for him, which his confcience ſtretch 
Hatch almoſt ſworne the whole world, thar the man 
Is damnd, to make his ſonne a ocntleman. 

With them in ranck La 27:0 Pub bus, 

V'Vho's growne a reueller ridiculous: 

And for his dad with {himmchbe viune, 

Turnd yronto ſterling, drofle toland and fee, 

And Ka ſo by old horſe-ſhooes, that the foole 
Enterd himſe!fe into the dauncine {choole; 
Thinks ſcorne to ſpeake : ef; eciall v now {1ince 

* H'ath beenca player to a Chriſtmas prince. 

When thele,& ſuch hke doe themlclues eltrange; 

I neuer muſeat theyr fantaſticke change : 
Becauſe they are Phantaſmas butterflies, 
Inconſtant, but yet witleſle IMerceries. 


Iknow fone of their humorous neere of kin, 
Which 
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Which ſcorne to ſpeake to one which hath not bin 
In one of theſe lalt voyages : or to one 
Which hauing bin there yet(though he haue none) 
Hath not a Cades-beard : though I dare ſweare 
That many a beardleſle chin hath marched where * 
They durlt not for their berds come,thogh they dare 
Come where they will not leaue theyr beardes one 
But I doe wonder what eſtrangeth thee, (hare 
New caſt in mold of deepe phil olophy : 
Thee whom that Queene hath taught to moderate, 
Thy mounting thought, nor to be cleuate 
With uffingſt fortunes*though(for ought I know) 
Thy fortunes are noneſuch to puffe thee ſo. 

th like a Myherom art thou quickly growne, 
I knew thee when thou war'd(t a thred-bare gowne? 
Siz'd cighteene pence aweeke,and ſo did]1, 
As then thou wert faine of my company, 
Of mine acquaintance glad; how art thou altred ? 
Or wherein's thine eſtate ſo bettered 2 
Thouart growne a filken dauncer, andin that 
Turn'd to a caper, skipſt from loue to hate, 
To daunce Map, French-galliard, or a meaſure, 
Dooſt thou eſteeme this cunning ſuch a treaſure ? 
Neuer be proud of that, for doſt thou kno, 
That Laxzrear Batchelor Del Phrygu ? 
He with a ſpade-beard can full mannerly, 

D. | Leade 
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Leade the olde meaſuresto a company | 
Ot bare chind-boyes, and with hisnimble feete, 
Make our fore-wearied Counſellours ts ſweat : 
For enuie at his ſtrange aiuitie, 

Becauſe they cannot do't as well as he. 

Bue then a "fone reueller, thou art more, 


®  Thouhaſthad ſom doings with the prince 4 Amore 


And playd a noble mans part in aplay : 
Now out vpon thee F wag ras." 
If Florus (heuld alledge that cauſe of pride, 
Hiſle him thou would to death for t - and beſide, 
chou mightſt haue had ſom doings with that prince 
which wold hauc made thee leſſe proude cuer ſince. 
Yet art thou ſtately,and fo ſtately to, 

That thou forget'ſt thy (tate, and wilt not know 
Them which knowe thee and it : ſo long thou haſt 
True follower beene of faſhions,that at laſt 

Thou art growne thy ſelfe a faſhion : for to day 
' Thou art common, popular, in vic eucry way 
Fitting the various world, but by and by 
Thou art diſuſde, growſt ſtale, and too proudly 
Wringſt thy felfe fro the humorous worlds conceit, 
Now art thou like the wide breech, doublet {trait, 
But er't be long, thou wilt eflranged be, 
I ke the French quarter flop, or the gorbelly, 


Thelong Rtockt hole, or cloſe Venetian. 


Now 


—— 
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Now he vpon this pride, which makes wiſe men 
Lookelke expired leaſes; out of doubt 
Thou wert wile, but thy leaſe of wit is out : 
For ſuch fond toyes thou haſt eſtrangdethy ſelfe 
For vaine braue Bragardiſine,and durtic clfe, 
And et I thinke, thy pelte with thec'le difpence 
To Liſle the Counter, ere twill bale thee thence. 
Theſe foolith toyes haue quite difparaged 
Philoſophy thy Miſtrs, and tis ſaid, 
Thou art hke to Damaſppr, for cy hayre 
Preciſely cut, makes thee Philoſopher, 
And nothing (God wot) elſe. But what carelT 2 
Why ſhould I reaſon with thy ſurqueary 3 2 
If ile at thy Arturneys ſilken pride, 
Tufttaffera ſtats, and make my Muſe deride, 
In theſe her ſcofting rimes thy being ſtrange, 
And haue good palhme at thy motley change. 
Prethee be proude ſtill, ſtrange ſtill, ſtarely (hill, 
And with thy winde my Muſes organs fill, 
To ſound an Antheme of thy folly forth, 
Tt wil be merry mulicke, richly worth 
The laughing at, for I will play a Tigge, 
And thou ſhalt daunce, my Muſe thall play theris 
Oncein her dayes, but thee ſhall quittance thee, 
For thy contemptible inconſtancie. 
VVell, if thou wilt {peake, fo, and fo farewe!], 
If nor, Ithinke thee worſe foole then Ile tell. 
D 2, Sits 


Satyra Quarta, 


vw Hat a ſcald humour is this jealous care, 
© Whichturnesa man to a familiare ? 
& Sechow Trebario yonder haunts his wife, 
®F And daresnot looſe ſight of her for his life : | 
And now there's one Fa akes to her, mark his grace, | 
Sec how he baſlts _— in his owne Treace ; 
Note what a ſquint askew he caſts, as he 
Already ſaw his heads hornd-armory. 
Foule weather ielouſie to a forward ſpring, 
Makes weeds grow ranke,but ſpoyles a better thing: 
Sowes tares { gainſt harueſt) in the fields of lene, 
And dog ged humor Dog-aayes-like dcth prone :  " 
Scorchmg lones glorious world with glowing tons 
eA ſerpent by which lone to death ts ſtung, 
A fire to wait hs pleaſant ſommer bowres, 
=> his manſions, and deface his towres. 
onder goes Cele playing faſt and looſe 
With his wes akin notfor loue God knowes, 
Suſpition is the cauſe ſhe well doth know, 
Can ſhe then loue him that doth wrong her ſo ? 
Tf ſhe refuſe to walke vvith him hee'le frowne, 
Fore-vvearied both, they reſt, he on her gowne 
Sits for his eaſe ſhe ſaich,afrayd in hart, 
Leaſt ſodainly'ſhe ſhould give him the ſtart : 


Thus doth he make her priſoner to his feare, 


—— 
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And himſelfe thrall to ſelfe-conſumine care. 
A male-kind ſparrow once miſtooke his neſt, 
And fled for harbour to faire Limas breaſt : 
Her husband caught him with a icalous rage, 
Swearing to keepe him priſoner in a Cage: 

Then a poore flye dreading no netty ſnare, 
Was xl þ in curled meſhes of her haire, 
Hummus a ſad notefor's impriſonment z 
When the mad beaf{t,with ruder hands doth reng 
That golden fleece, for haſt to take the flie, 

And ſtraight-wayes at a vvindow gins to prie, 
Buſie, ſharp-ſighted blind-man-hob, to know 
Whether t'were male or female taken ſo, 

Marke how Sewers frigs from roome to roome, 
'Toſee, and not to ſee his martirdome : 
Peenth diſeaſe which doth all foode dri5tast, 

But what kils health, and that's a pleaſmg feat + | 

Like Weaners ſhuttles which runne to-and fro, 

Raw ling their owne guts with their running [0., 
Hewhich infe&ts theſe with this lunacy, 

Is an odd figgent iack called /ealouſie, 

His head is like a vvindmils trunk ſo bigge. 

Wherin ten thouſand thoughts runne whirligicoe, 

Play at barly-breake, and daunce the Iriſh hay 

Cmuill and peacefull like the Centawres fray 

His body is ſo fallen away andleane, 
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That ſcarceit can his logger-head ſuſtaine. 
He hath as many hundred thouſand eyes 
As wi a had, like ſtarres plac't in the skies, 
Though to no purpoſe, for blinde loue can ſee 
Hauing no eyes, farther then Iealouſie. 
Gulfe-breſtedis he, ſilent, and profound, 
Cat-footed for ſlie _ and without ſound, 
Porpentine backed, for he lies on thornes, 

Is it not putty ſuch a beatt wants hornes ? 

Is it not pitty ſuch a beaſt ſhould o, 

Poſlefle mens thoughts, and timpanize with woe 
Their bigge ſwolne harts ? for let Sexeras heare, 


A Cuckow {ing in ze, he fiyeats for feare : 


And coming home, he whurrics through the houſe, 
Each hole that makes an inmate of a mouſe 

Is ranſackt by him for the cuckold-maker, 

He beates his wife, & mongſt his maides doth ſwag- 
Teextort confeſſion from the who hath been (ger 
Familiar with his wife, wrecking his teene 

Vpon her ruffes and iewels, burning, tearing, 
Flinging and hurling, ſcolding, ſtaring, ſwearing. 
Hee's as diſcreet, ciuill a gentleman, 

As Harry Peaſecod, or a Bedlam man, 

A drunken captainc, or a ramping whore, 


Or ſwaggering blew-coate at an ale-houſe doore. 


—— 
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V Vhat an infeQion's this, which thus doth fire 
Mens 
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Mens moſt diſcreeteſt tempers,and doth tire 
Their ſoules with furie ? and doth make them thuſt 
To carouſe bolles of poyſon till they burſt? 
Oh this it is to be too wile in fin. 
Too well cxperienſt, and skilld there : 
«© For fal/e ſusþution of another, is, 
©© 6M ſure condemning of our owne amiſſe. 
Vnleſſe a man hauc into practiſe brought 
The Theoricke art of loue which Omid wrote, 
Vnleſle his owne lewd life haue taught him more 
Then eFretines aduenturous wandring whore, 
Vnleſle he haue an antient ſouldiour beene, 
Brags of the markes, and ſhewes the ſcarres of ſinne, 
How could he be ſo gorgde with louing hate, 
As to thinke women ſo inſaciate ? 
How could he know their ſtratagems and ſhifts, 
Their politicke delayes and wilic drifts ? 
No no, tis true, hehath beene naught lumſclfe, * 
And lewdnes fathereth this wayward elfe, . | 
Then take this fora Maxim generall rule, 
No icalous man, but is or knaue,or foole. 


Satyra Quinta. 


Et me alone I prethee in thys Cell, 
Enticce me notinto the Cittics hell 3 


| Tempt 
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Tempt me not forth this Eden of content, 
To taſt of that vvhich I ſhall ſoone repent : 
Prethy excuſe me, I am not alone 
Accompanied with meditation, 
And calme content, vvhole taſt more pleaſeth me 
Then all the Citties luſhious vanity. 
I had rather be encoffin'd in this cheſt 
Amongſt theſe bookes and papers I proteſt, 
Then free-booting abroad purchaſe offence, 
And ſcandale my calme thoughts with diſcontents, 
 Heere I converſe with thoſe diuiner ſpirits, | 
Whole knowledge and admire the worldinherits: 
Heere doth the famous profound Sragarie, 
With Natures miſtick harmony delighe 
My rauiſh'd contemplation: I heere ſce 
The now-old worlds youthin an hiſtory ; 
Heere may I be graue P/atos auditor 3 
hon learning g-— morrall Le&turer, 
o temper mine affe&tions, gallant 

Get of my ſelfe a glorious rdiory : 7 
And then for change,as we delight in change. 
(For this my ſtudy 15s1ndeede m'Exchange) 
Heere may I fit, yet walke to Weitminiter 
And heare Fuzherbert,Plowden, Brooke,and Dier 
19 Canuas alaw-caſe: or if my diſpoſe 

J , Perfivade me to a play, Ile tothe Reſe, 4 
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Or {urtare, one of Plautus Comedies, 

Or the /athericke Spamiaras Tragedies : 

If my defire doth rather wiſh the fields, 

Someſ; peaking Painter, ſome Poet ſtraitway yeelds 
A flower beſpangled walk, where I may heare 
Some amorous Swaine his paſſions declare 

To his ſun-burnt Loue. T hus my books little caſe, 
My ſtudy, 15 mine All, mine euery place. 


| What more vanety of pleaſures can 


An idle Citty-walke affoord a man ? 

More troubleſome and tedious will I now 

Twill be, into the peopled ſtreets to goe, 

Witnes that hotch-potch of ſo many noylſes, 
Black-ſaunts of ſo many ſeuerall voyces, 

That Chaons of rude ſounds,that harmouy, 

And Dyapaſon of harſh Barbazy, 

Compos'd of ſeuerall mouthes,and ſcuerall cries, 
Which to mens eares turne both their tongs & cies. 
There ſqueaks a cart-wheele,here a tumbre|rumbles 
Heere {colds an old Bawd, there a Porter grumbles. 


Heere two tough Car-men combat for the way, 


There two for looks begin a coward fray, 

Two ſwaggering knaues heere brable for a whore, 

There brauls an Ale-knight for his fat-grown ſcore. 
But oh purgation ! yon rotten-throated ſlaues 


Engarlanded with coney-catching knaucs, 
Whores, | 
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Whores, Bedles, bawdes. and Sergeants filthi] 
\/ Chaunt Kemps Iigoe, or the Burgomians tragedy : 
But in good time, there's one hath nipt a bong, 
Farewell my harts, for he hath marrd the ſong, 

Yet mightall this, this too bad be exculd, 
, Were notan Ethicke ſoule much more abuld, 
; Andherſtill patience choakt by vanitie, 
 VVaithvnſufferable mhumanitie : 
' For whoſe gall is't that would not overflow, 
| Toniceteineuery ſtreete where he ſhall goe, 
With folly mask® in dwuersſemblances ? 
The Cittic is the mappe of vanities, 
The marte of fooles, the CAagazzr of gulles, 
The painters ſhop of Antickes : walke in Poules, 
| Andbutobſerue the ſundry kindes of ſhapes,| 
- Thiwilt fiveare that London is as rich in apes 
| As» Africke Tabraca: One wries his face. 
| This fellows wrie necke is his better grace. 
 Hecoynd in newer mint of faſhion, 

With the righe Spaniſh ſhrugge ſhewes paſsion. 
$}. There comes one in a muffler of Cad'z-beard, 
3 Frowning as he would make the world afeard, 
*F VVith him a troupe all in gold-dawbed ſutes, 
Looking like Talbots, Percres, Montacutes, 

| As if thar very countenaunces would fweare, 


|. The Spanyard ſhould conclude a peace for feare-: 
\ ; | 
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But bring them to a charge, then ſee the luck, 

Though but a falſe fire,they theyr plumes wil duck 

What maruell, fince life's ſweete ? But ſce yonder, ' 

One like the vnfrequented Theater | 

Walkes in darke filence, and vaſt ſolitude, 

Suited to thoſe blacke fancies which intrude, 

Vpon poſleſsion of his troubled breaſt : 

But for blacks ſake he would looke like a eaſt, 

For hee's cleane out of faſhion : what he? 

Tthinke the Gene of antiquitie, 

Come to complaine of our varietie, 

Ofetickle faſhions : then youieſt I ſee. 

Would you needs know ? he is a walecontent 2 

A Papilt 2 no, nor yet a Proteſtant, 

But a diſcarded intelligencer, 

Here's one lookes like to a king Arthwrs fencer, 

V Vith his caſe of rapiers, and ſuted in buffe, 

Is he not a Sargeant ? then ſay's a muffe 

For his furrd ſattin cloake 3 but let him goe, 

Meddle not with him, hee's a ſhrewd fellow. 
Oh what a pageant's this ? what foole was I 

Tolcaue my ſtugic to ſee vanitie? 


But who's in yonder coach ? my lord and foole, ' | | 


* Onethat for ape tricks can put Ge to ſchoole ; 
 Heroick ſpirits, true nobilitie 
Which can make choyce of ſuch ſocictic. 


SATIRE. JV. 


He more perteQions hath than ywould ſuppoſe, 
He hath a wit of waxe, freſh asa roſe, 
He playes well on the treble Violin, 
He ſoothes his Lord vp in his groſeſt ſin, 
Atany rimes ſprung from his Lordſhips head, 
_ Such as £/derton would not haue fathered : 
'He cnes, oh rare my Lord, he can diſcourſe 
The ſtory of Do# Pacolet and his horſe, 
(To make my Lord laugh) ſweares and ieſt, 
And with a Sumule non plies the beſt, 
; (Vnleſlelike Pace his wit be ouer-awde) 
But his beſt part is he's a perfet Bawde, 
Rare vertues; farewel they. But who's yonder (der 
Deep mouth'd Hound,that bellows rimes like thun- 
He maks an earthquake throughout Paxlcs church- 


O 


{ Well fare his hart, his larum ſhall be heard : (yard, 
- Ohhe'sapuiſne of the Innes of Court, 

Come from th'Vniverſity to make ſport 

With his friends money heere: but ſee, ſee, 

| Heere comes Don Faſmon, ſpruce formality, 

| Neat as a Merchants ruffe, that's ſet in print, 

New halfe-penny,kip'd forth his Laundres mints 
 Ohbraue! what, with a feather in his hat ? 

He is a dauncer you may ſee by that 

Light heeles,light head, light feather well agree. 
Salute him,with th'embrace beneath the knee ? 


I 


SATIRE. V. 


T thinke twere better let himpaſle along, 

He will ſo dawbe vs with his oyly tongue, | 
For thinking on ſome of his Miſtreſles, 
We ſhall be curried with the briske phraſes, 
And prick-ſong termes he hath premeditate, | | 
Speake tohim woe to vsfor we ſhall ha'te, 


T hen farewell he. But ſoft, whom hauewe heare 2 


© Whatbraue Saint George, what mounted Caualiere? 


He is al! court-like, Spaniſh in's attyre, | 

He hath the right ducke, pray God he beno Frier : 
Thys is the DiRtionary x; ru Arurong 

The Barbers mouth of new-ſcrapt cloquence, 
Symomicke Twly tor varietie, 

And Madame Conceits gorgeous galleric, i 
The exa&t patterne which Caftibo 

Tooke for's accompliſh Courtier : but ſoft ho, 
What needs that bownd,or that curuet (good fir) 
There's ſome ſweet Lady, and tis doneto her, 
That ſhe may ſee his Iennets nimble force : 


* V'Vhy, would he hauc her in louewith his horſe 2 | 


Or aymes he at popiſh merrit, to make 
Her in loue with hum, for his horſes ſake ? 
The further that we walke, more vanitic 
Preſents itſelfe to proſpect of mine eye, 
Here ſweares ſome Seller, though a known vntruth, 


Here his wife's bated by ſome quick-chapt youth, 
mal There 


SATIRE. VI. 

| There in that window miſtres minkes doth ſtand, 

 Andtoſome copeſmate beckneth her hand, 
In is he gone, Saint Venzs be his ſpeede, 
For ſome great thing muſt be aduentured : 
There comes a troupe of puiſncs from the play, 
Laughing like wanton ſchoole-boyes all the way. 
,/ Yon goe a knot to Bloome is Ordinary, 
Friends and good fellowes all now, by and by 
Theilc be by the cares, vie ſtabs,cxchange diſgraces, 
 Andbandic daggers at cach others faces. 
Enough of theſe then, and enough of all, 

I may thanke you for this time ſpent; but call 
Henceforth Ile keepe my ſtudie, and eſchew, 
The ſcandall of my thoughts, my follies view : 
| Nowlet vs home, I'me ſure tis ſupper time, 
The horne hath blowne,haue done my merry rime. 


Satyra ſexta. 


| Q H that mens thoughts ſhould fo degenerate, 
Being free borne, admit a ſlauiſh ſtate : 

' They diſclaime Natures manumiſſion, 

Making themſelues bond to opinion - 

V Vhole gally-ſlaues they arc; toſt on the ſea 

Of vulgar humors, which doth rage and play, 

$ According as the various breath of change 


Calmes 


SATIRE. VL. 


Calmes or eperturbs her ſmooth brow.Is'tnot ſtrang. 
TT hat heau'n bred ſoules, diſcended from aboue © 
Should brooke ſuch baſe ſubicQtion ? feare reproofe 
From her cold northerne gales, or els be merry 
When her Fanonian praiſe breathes a ſweet perry ? 
(Raſon) thou art the ſoules bright Genaw, 
Sent downe from Joes throne to lafe conduR vs 
In this lifes intricate Dedahan maze: 
How art thou buffuld ? how comes this diſgrace, 
That by opinion thou art bearded fo, 
Thy ſlaue, thy ſhadow : nay, out-bearded too ? 
' Sheearth-worme doth derme her pedegree 
| / From bodies durt, and ſenſualitie, 
And marſhald in degree fitting her birth 
Is but a dwarfle, or teſter to make mirth. 
Thou the ſoules, bodies Queenes allie moſt neere, ' 
The firſt Prince of her blood, and chicfeſt pecre, 
' Nay, her | ener in nonage,whilſt ſhe 
Liues in this bodies weake minoritie, 
Art yet kept vnder by that vnderling, 
That dreame, that breath, nay that indeed Nothing, 
| Theale-houſe Erick, the worlds vpſide downe 
Is verefied : the prince now ſerues the clone. 
If reaſon banay with opinion, 
Opimion woes in the concluſion : 
For if a man be once opimonate, 


SATIRE, Y1. 


CAMilkons of reaſons nill extenuate 

His fore-cetted mallice : conference 

Cannot aſſwage options inſolence. 

But let opinion once lay battery 

To reaſons fort, ſhe will turne heveſie, 

Or ſuperituion, wily polite, 

But ſhe will winne thoſe rampires which reſis7. 
Then fith ſuch innate diſcord is maintain'd 
Twixt reaſon and opinion; what ſtaid-brain'd, 
True reſolute, and DhilsGphick head 

Would by opinion be diſtempered ? 

BOM 15 4s VAr10Hs 4s Light change, | 
Now ſpeaking ( ourt-like friendhy ſtrait-wayes ſlrange y \| 
She's any humonrs perfett paraſite, 

Diſpleasd with her,and pleas d with her delight, 
She i the Eccho of inconflancie, 
Soothing her no with nay, her I with yea. 

Then who would weigh this feather, or reſpet 
The fickle cenſure of ſhallow negleR? | 
Shall graue Lyourgis (traite repeale his lawes, 
Becauſeſome Cobler finds fault with this clawſe, | 
' Some Ale-konner with that ? or ſhall the ſtate 
| Beſubiec co cach baſe-groomes arbitrate ? 
No, let's eſteeme Opinion as ſhe is, 
' Fooles bawble, innonations Miſtris, 

The Proteus Robin-good-fellow of change, 


_ — ——— wu —rwrn— — ——— 


Smiths 
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| Smithfield of iaded fancies, and th Exchange 

. Of fleeting cenſures, nurſe of hereſi, 

| Begot by Malice on Inconitancie : 

| Jr's but the hiſſe of Geeſe, the peoeples noyſe , 

| The tongue of humonrs, and phantaSlitke voyce 
| Of hare-braw'd Apprehenſion: tt reſpects 

| With all dae titles, and that due nealetts 

Emen in one infant. For in theſe our times 
Some of Opinions gulls carpe at the rimes 

Of reucrend Chewcer : other-ſome do praiſe them, 
| And vnto heau'n with wonders wings do raiſe them 

Some ſay the mark is out of Gowers mouth, ® 
Others, he's better then a trick of youth. 

Some blame deep Spencer for his grandam words, 
| Others proteſt that, in them he records 
His maiſter-peece of cunnihg giuing praiſe, 
And grauity to his profound-prickt layes. 

Damel (as ſome holds) might mount if he liſt, 
But others ſay that he's a Lucanilt. 
| CAMarkhamiscenſur'd for his want of plot, 
| Yet others thinke thatno deepe ſtayning blot 
| As Homer writ his Frogs-fray learnedly, 
| And V#ghis Gnats vakind Tragedy : 

50 though his plot be poore, his Subie&'s rich, 
And his Muſe ſoares a Falcons callant pitch, 


E. Dray« 


© Andlik'd of diuers for his Ro | 
Yet other-ſome,who would his credite crack 


_ SATIRE. 71. 


Drayton's condemn'd of ſome for imitation, 
But others ſay twas the beſt Poets faſhion, 
In ſpight of ficke Opinions crooked doome, 
Traytor to kingdome mind,true iudgments toomb, | 
Like to a worthy Romaine he hath wonne 
A three-fold name affined to the Swine, 

When he is mounted in the glorious South, 

And Drayton's wſtly iirnam'd Golden-mouth. 
The double volum'd Satyre praiſed is, 
by in piſle, 


Haue clap'd R eaves Aftion on his back. 
Nay,cucn wits {z/ar, Sidney,for whoſe death | 

The bates themſelues lamented &rglands ſcath, 

And Muſes-wept, till of their teares did ſpring 

Admiredly a ſecond Ca#ta/ſpring, 

Is not exempt for prophanation, 

But ccnſur'd for affeRation. : 

Thus doth Opinion play the two edg'd ſword, 

And vulgar udgments both-hand playes afford, 

Then who but fooles,and ty caske hke minds, 

Would be engroſs'd with fach phantaſtique winds? 


...m 


Let Players, Minſtrels, filken Reueller:, 
Light minded as their parts, their aires,their fethers, 
Be {laucs Opinion, when the people ſhoute . 


SATIRE, 7/I. 

At a quaint eſt, croſſe-poyne, or well touch'd Lute, 
Let their ſleight frothy minds be bubled vp, 
And breake againe at a hiſle,or howt,or hup. 
Let Cai when his horſe hath wone the bell, - 
Conceiue more ioy than his dull tongue can tell : 
Or let Lycanor feare a tennis ſet 
More then his ſoules lofle,and for it more fret. 

Pollo me thinks 1s going into the Towne, 
Boy,ſet your Maiſters ruffe,and bruſh his gowne, 
Leaſt ſome ſpruce Taylor —_—_ his ſtall, 
Say, there goes a ſlouen, careleſle of all, 
Heere comes young Pan/a: whether away fo faſt 2 
Why, going to the Barbers in all haſt, 
Thy hatre's all ſhort enough : but I mult craue 
A little labour to be ſmug d, and hae 
eA bleſſing of Roſe-water, erg I goe 
To ſee chard ſuch Ladzes for you know 
Ther le flowt a man behind his backe, if he 
Be not trim furbiſh'd, and in decencie. 

Oh whata ſlauerie's this ? ſhall a free mind 
Sicke of a Cockneys Ague, feare the wind ? 
No, let's be Stoicks, reſolute, afid ſpare not 
To tell the proudeſt Criticke that we care not 
For his wooden cenſure, nor to mittigate 
The ſharp tart vernuce of his ſnap-haunce hate 

E 2 Would 
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Would change a line, a word, no not a poynt 
For his deepe mouthed ſcoffes, as ſoone difioynt 
His grind-eſt chaps as hurt our credites, who 
Arecareleſlc of what he can fay or do. 

Oh Epiterws, perfeR hbertine, 
Who though a {laue, tyr'd daily in the mine, 
Yet hadlt as free a ſoule, as free a powre 
To calme content as any Emperour, 
Thou wert no bulie Polypragmenrs thrall, 
No flaue to cenſures,caring not at all 
Which way the vulgar wind ſtood, negligent | 
Whether the world were angry or content. 
Thy vertyuc-purged ſoule, thy Genus 
Made all thine inclinations vertuous : 
Which thou did(t follow, carcleſle of th'cuent, 
Or of the worlds applayfc, or diſcontent. 
True patterne of a philoſophick ſoule, 
' Notſubict to Mechanick mates controule, 

| Norpuffd vp with the praiſes of each hind 
Which gaue afroathy battery to thy mind. 

» With ſuch reſolue,ſuch perfe& temperature 
Should a Socratique mind her thoughts aſſure : 
And as he taught young Alritiades + | 
Audacity to pleade,and to deſpiſe 
The popular ſcarcrow eſtimation; BS), 
OT 


. 
: 


F { E. | 
For that ſuch bodies compoſition 

Conſfiſted but of Brokers, Coblers, ſlaues, 

' Black-men,trap-makers,and ſuch kind of knanes, 
Whoſe many headed doomes he never weighd, 
Nor of their giddy vnion was afraid : 


, 


So let all others care for vulgar breath, Boe 


{ | 


Which neither can preſerue, nor plague with death, 
(Valeſſc their ſent of Garlike poyſon vs.) | 
Should I takeit at hart,or for hainous, 
| | TohearcſomePrentize,or ſome Players boy 
| Hathicſtedat my Muſc,and ſcoff'd my ioy ? 
Or that ſome Chaundler ſlopt a muſtard por, 
| Or wrap'd Sope in ſome leaues, her petticoate ? 
Or er Soy Courtiour in a pecuiſh ſcorne, 
Some pages thereof, tyrant-like hath torne, 
T'o ſcauenger his backe dore from the durt ? 
Which if he do (though me it ſhallnot hurt) 
May my harſh ſble (the Muſes I beſeech) 
Be but as arſe-ſmart to his tickled breech : 
Or ſhall Tthinke my ſelfe thaue better hap, 
If that ſome weeuil, mault-worme, barly-cap, 
Hearing my lines halfe-ſnorting ore his kanne, 
| Sweares them for good, and me a proper man? 
| Ortha!l I waxe proud if ſome Pedant daigne 
The Epethute of Pretty for my paine ? 


E 3 The | 
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- ﬀ, 
The pox Iwill as ſoone : let others care; 
Ile play the Gallant, I, the Caueleirey 


Oncein my dayes Ile weene, and ouer-weene, 
And cry, a Fico for the (>uicke ſpleene : 


For let them pa them, or their praiſe deny, 
My lines are {till themſclues, and foam I. 


FINIS. 
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